Finale in Form of a JBaccbanale

towards the mountains. The ponds bear on their surface the blue
lotus. It is the Abbey of Nalanda. Time was nodding, nodding, in
those flower-hung days.

But there are contingents, too, from across the Indian main. Their
ships of sandalwood churn the foaming ocean. And the flowers
and winds are different. It is another world. Their men and women
have the pose of dancers and move with hieratic step, but softly as
animals. Their king rides on an elephant, and none may pro-
nounce his name, it is so holy. Before him march a company of
Amazons, and in the procession there are carriages drawn by
goats. It is a circus triumph, but the visitors are of another creation
from ourselves, with a different tread, passing us like flowers
blown by.

And the scene alters to the lacquered Indies. It is the land of the
palanquin. There are golden plains and the pale shadow of the
gingko. But we take it in its islands, far from the rites of the
Shaman and their Northern fogs. There are mimed plays and
antique legends danced to music of the gamelan. To our un-
trained ear it is the only music of the Orient: announcing a god
out of a waterfall, out of a moonbeam, a sea god glittering in his
pearlshell armour, always an entrance and a dimirdshment, a
dying off, as though the bells and gongs died down in another
world, of unknown crops and harvests, where the temples are built
up in a day and destroyed at the golden dawn, being but scenery
for the sacred trances. The gamelan, too, is music of the child
actor: the sacred serpent coiling from the ground: a myriad heroes
and divinities with supple limbs in the long drawn epic: poetic
images interpreted by the wrists and hands, after which the dancer
is a child again. Suddenly the wind of inspiration seizes on young
and old alike, and all descend into the nether world and come
back, fainting, in poetic stupor. They lie prostrate on the earth, and
for an hour or two are senseless, in the way of persons who have
tasted death. This is their formal ecstasy: while the dying gamelan
announces a new drama.

We have, as well, the third or mock sceptre of the Indies, sub-
missive races who bowed their necks and died. They amble along
the wide causeways, bringing fruits and flowers that are unknown,
to market. The shell trumpet sounds thrice from the high pyra-
mid, and priests, who do not change their raiment, and whose long